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ordered him to instantly efface rny name from the list of
dishonour.
As for Mengs, I shall have occasion to speak of him again
two or three years hence, when I met him in Rome.
I had written to Don Diego requesting him to take a
lodging for me in a respectable house, and he had answered
that he had found what I required, and had engaged a
Biscayenne servant who could cook for me if I wished. I
found my new apartment very pretty and sunnv. Before
going to fetch my things from Mengs, I turned my steps
towards Dona Ignazia's house, as I wanted to thank her
father for his trouble.
The house was empty. He had removed. I asked Philip,
my new man-servant, the cobbler's new address.
*A long way off, sir; I will take you there to-morrow."1
When supper-time came, I found a small table spread
with a cleanliness and refinement rarely met with in Spain,
After supper, Philip told me that my landlord would like
to speak to me. What was my surprise when Don Diego
appeared, followed by his charming daughter. He had
taken this house on purpose to let part of it to me* The
cobbler-gentleman feared, perhaps, that in calling himself
noble he had made himself ridiculous in my eyes, but know
ing that he was so, in the acceptation which he accorded tc*
the word, he wished to convince me also. His action towards
me when in prison had already revealed the fine qualities
of his soul to me, but this was not enough for him. I had
charged him with a commission which any man might have
executed, but he wanted to prove to me that he served me
as a friend, not as a hireling. After thanking him for his
pains, I made him promise that he would dine and sup every
day at my table; he did so on condition that I would allow
him the right to send his daughter in his stead, whenever
he should be too busy to dress himself properly. My readers
may imagine that I accorded this with pleasure.
Ignazia asked me to take her and her cousin to the bull-
fight on Sunday, and I the more readily agreed as I had

